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Well, Shit 


Author's Notes: 
There's barely any topltaylor and bottomldave and I've come to remedy that. Behold! 


His lips were soft. 


This occurred to Taylor when during a moment of a silly joke, followed by some roughhousing, he had his hand 
slapped over Dave's mouth. Dave was in the midst of making a crude perspective to the joke, and Taylor didn't 
want to hear any of it. Dave didn't try to fight the hand on his mouth, so he just elevated his volume to 
compensate for loss of clarity. Tayor on the other hand was completely lost in the realization Usually he'd 
brush these sort of things aside, but this was something he couldn't shake. It haunted him, it seemed like, and 
it was going to drive him as far as the edge is. 


"Taylor?" Dave said. Taylor snapped out of his daze and finally met his gaze, which Dave was looking at him 


with some concern. 


"Yeah?" Taylor responded as he retracted his hand. Dave relaxed considerably. 


"I thought you were having one of those seizures where you don't convulse or anything, you just blank out 
Dave lightly laughed and Taylor laughed along, but in reality his head was spinning. Dave continued to speak 
about something else, but he didn't catch it. 


He was then aware of his lips. 


The incident passed Dave's head without a second thought, the next day over he greeted the drummer with 
his usual self. Taylor did feel something different though, but it wasn't Dave that was acting differently. His 


heart leapt to his throat as his arm was suddenly slung over his shoulder. 


"Hey Taylor, you looking spruce today." Dave mockingly quipped with his trademark grin. Taylor would've took a 
jab at the choice of wording, but he was not in the state of mind to do so. He turned his head and returned 


the smile. 


"Uh thanks?" Taylor replied readily. Dave opened his mouth and began to drone on about something ridiculous, 
he could tell by the tone of his voice. Taylor started to protest but he faltered when he took a glance to his 
lips. His words went from one ear to the other, and his mouth dried up like a dessert as he watched Dave 
pronounce each word. He swallowed hard. He spoke passionately, his tongue going to wet his upper lip every 
once in awhile, and then continued to shape each word. Taylor could feel his body flush at the sight, a deep 
desire started to stir deep in his groin. Then heard Dave's tone change. 


"You get what l'm saying?" Dave turned to face Taylor, who barely got away with ogling at his mouth for a 


solid minute or so. 


"Yeah, totally man," Taylor looked up in the nick of time, and had to strain his face in order not to arouse 
suspicion. He could feel his face was warm, but Dave didn't say anything on it as he then resumed his subject 
matter. Taylor let out a shallow sigh of relief, but the images he had bouncing around in his head were fresh 
and weren't ready to rest. He wasn't safe just yet. 


"God fuckin’ dammit." 


Taylor eventually escaped back to his room, with the door shut behind him and his hand shoved down his 

pants. He gave his cock a lazy stroke as his head lolled back with a grunt, jaw agape and eyes screwed shut. He 
was completely on the edge, and his imagination wasn't showing any mercy. He couldn't fathom to why now his 
mind is rattling on about this one specific body part of Dave's. The taunting coos of how his skin felt as it was 
burning as they brushed against his palm, how his breath tickled his fingers. The sensations he felt then were 


amplified, almost laughing carbon copies of those heated few seconds. 


He could imagine how his mouth would feel against his. 


He'd take him by the shoulders and crush his lips against his, and it would hurt. It would bruise and teeth 
would clack, messy and desperate, but he would taste so good. Running his tongue over the delicate flesh and 
suck hard until he could feel his lips swell. Then he'd sink his teeth into Dave's lower lip and tug, and he'd hear 


his eager moan in response. 
"S-shit..." 


A low groan shook his body as his thumb smeared the bead of precum on the tip. He began to feel himself 
relax into his own hand, but at the same time his voice grew louder. He bit down on his free hand thumbnail 
and released another groan. He knew it wouldn't be enough to muffle the noises, but the heat of his thoughts 


were overwhelming. So sweet and tantalizing, but out of his reach, unrealistic and immoral. 
He wondered how Dave's mouth would feel on him. 


He sucked in a sharp breath at the thought, a shudder running through him. He bit his lower lip and sunk 
deeper into the idea 


Dave would pull away from the kiss panting, lips swollen and red, eyes half mast and riddled with equal 
yearning. He'd drop to his knees, taking his hands and pinning Taylor's hips to the wall so he wouldn't buck up at 
any given time. His gaze he sends up to him is a warning to add onto it, but he wouldn't deny the eager glint in 
his eyes. He uses his teeth to pop the button and pull the zipper down on his jeans, and then he would hold his 
mouth to the bulge straining the fabric. Pressing kisses through his boxers, seething hot air against the 
hardened skin, only to use his canines to peel the fabric back. He'd then take him into his mouth with no 


qualms. 


Taylor felt his climax beginning to build, his hand pumping himself faster and his breathing heavy. He's lost 


almost all his will to control his volume, one particular moan coming out louder than expected. 
"D.. Dave" 


His hand halted and he ceased to breathe for the moment he heard the floor outside his room creak. A few 
more creaks followed that, and much to Taylor's chagrin, he just realized that in that moment he forgot to 
lock the door. Taylor was in the midst of his second major realization, the door clicked open to the last person 
he wanted to see. 


Dave. 


"Shit-" Taylor sputtered, his hand recoiling from his dick in a moment's notice at his presence. Taylor couldn't 
see the frontman's expression, the poor lighting in the room being the cause. A shadow was cast over his 
face, and Taylor's heart was back in his throat. Still caught in his panic, he shot up from the bed he was 


reclined on. "I-l'm sorry-" 


"Sit back down" Dave quietly asked, and Taylor's defensive ramble in the making was cut short. The drummer 
silently complied Dave stepped from the doorway, and Taylor had to bite back a moan at his expression. His 
brows weren't furrowed or knitted together, he had a deep red hue painted on his cheeks, and his eyes were 
half-lidded. Dave said nothing else as he stepped forward and shut the door behind him with his foot, Taylor 
having to gnaw inside his cheek in order to not ask questions. Dave was barely a few inches from him when he 


finally spoke up again. 
"Do you take me for an idiot?" Dave inquired. Taylor shifted on the bed, looking up wide-eyed to the brunnette. 


"Uh, no," Taylor undertook his words carefully, a new worry beginning to boil in him that he's made Dave 
upset, "What makes-" Taylor's words died in his throat as a hand was placed on Taylor's upper thigh. His mind 
glitched and crashed, speechless as he was eye-to-eye with Dave. 


"You think | wouldn't notice." Dave voice was just at a whisper, coarse and hot. 


"l-I mean, | sometimes get loud without noticing-" Taylor frantically spat out, eyes Trained nervously on the 


hand on his thigh. 


"Not that" His voice softened up, and Taylor nearly lost it when Dave dropped to his knees between his legs. 
"Not even close." The wreckage that was Taylor's mind burst into flames when his mouth found it's way to his 


half-hard cock. 


His hand shot out to grab Dave's locks, a hiss slipping past Taylor's clenched teeth. Dave didn't seem to mind 
the new development, and even groaned at the hard grip. He first assumed he hurt him, but he could see how 
Dave encouraged the action, pressing his head into his palm. Taylor's mind clicked and whirred, unable to 
properly process what was happening right there and then. He wasn't sure if this was another weird delusion 
of his, but he knew it felt too real. Even though he already was blurry on the lines of his feverish imagery 
and reality, where Dave just suddenly went to his knees and willingly began to blow him. Taylor didn't hold back 


a shudder when Dave kissed the underside, turning his attention back to the man between his legs. 


"F-Fuck.." Taylor groaned, letting his fingers nimbly massage Dave's scalp as he continued. He was just as good 


as he imagined him to be, no doubt in his mind. 


He took him into his mouth without hesitation, into the wet heat with a moan, both of his hands holding his 
hips down. It's as if Dave knew Taylor would attempt to buck up into his mouth, his hips stuttered forward 
with a gasp. Taylor was just about to be pushed over the edge, if his fantasies continue to be entertained like 
this he's not going to last long. 


"D-Dave slow down" Taylor urged, taking his hand and cupping the underside of his jaw. Dave pulled off with a 


‘pop’, looking to the drummer quizzically. 


"Why?" Dave asked, and Taylor took one of Dave's hands and hauled him onto his feet. Dave had a face of 


puzzlement, but he went along to where he was being directed. Soon he was heaved into Taylor's lap with a 


light thump. 


| want to make you feel good" Taylor mumbled, going to grab at the bulge in Dave's jeans. Taylor was only 
then aware of how brash he was being, how demanding he must sound. Dave's breathing hitched at both the 
sensation and wording, which compelled Taylor to take a glance to the frontman's face. A jolt of bliss went 
through Taylor at how Dave was reacting to his touch, as he reciprocated the feeling. 


"What are you waiting for?" Dave said, his forehead pressed to his, "Make me feel good" Taylor hesitated only 
for a second to move, then all his walls were pushed down when Dave pulled him in by his shoulders for a kiss. 
Taylor's hands went straight to his hips and squeezed them tight, one of those hands moving up and under his 
shirt. They moved against each other with a synchronicity that could be shared by the closest, it's as if they 
mapped each other's bodies out already. When Taylor's tongue lapped against Dave's closed lips, he parted them 
with no misgivings. Taylor took his lips and worshipped them with a fervor he couldn't describe, even Dave was 
taken aback. Dave wasn't startled for long though, and he welcomed the development with open arms. With his 
head a mess and his fantasies being played out, his hands were shaking and he felt an intense heat within 
himself. He worried Dave's bottom lip between his teeth and sucked hard, Dave's breathing coming out in 


shudders. 


Taylor pulled away from him, and without a word, took his hips. Before Dave could ask, he was whirled around 
and pinned to his bed, Taylor's hands were surprisingly firm, strong even, that when Dave attempted to lift his 
hips they wouldn't budge. Taylor stood between his legs, pressed up against him with a heat in his eyes. 


"Can |..2" Taylor asked, his voice tense and eager. 
"Can you what?" Dave said breathlessly. 
"Dave | just.. you know what I'm talking about” Taylor pleaded, his fingers digging into the fabric of his jeans. 


"Taylor, | have absolutely no idea what you're implying.’ Dave said. Taylor could see the mischievous glint in 


Dave's eyes spoke, which stirred in his lower half. 


"Dave, | want to fuck you.” Taylor put, and he had to grin at the shocked face of Dave, his teasing stance 
swept from underneath him. "That clear enough for you?" Dave only replied with a limp moan, eyelids half- 


mast. "I'll take that as a yes." 


Taylor took the zipper of Dave's jeans and yanked down hard enough that the zipper nearly tore from the 
seam. Dave watched with some stuttered awe; but before he could manage to say something about it, his 
pants, along with his boxers, were yanked down. The air bristled cold against his skin, which earned a gasp from 


Dave. Taylor licked his lips. 


"| could eat you alive right now.’ Taylor laughed, his fingers wrapping around Dave's cock. Dave sighed and sunk 


into the bed with a creak. 


"Shut up and do your work, you're terrible at dirty talk" Dave grumbled. Taylor's face twisted into a pout and 
Taylor jerked his hand upwards. Dave's hand chased after his fist with a sudden moan, but Taylor's hand kept 
him in place. Taylor leaned forward and eased his strokes into a nice fast rhythm, his free hand hiking Dave's 
shirt up as far as he could and then latched onto a nipple. Dave's hand shot to Taylor's head with a whine, 
tightening his fingers in his blonde locks. Taylor could tell that he's pressed a rather sensitive button "T-Tay-" 


Taylor then slowed his hand to an agonizing pace as he suckled, Dave's body shaking underneath him. He fastes 
sweet, Taylor thought to himself, as he smeared the precum at the tip of his cock. Dave was tightening the 
hand in Taylor's hair, his legs jittery with his building climax. Then Taylor was torn away from his chest and 
Dave was looking right at him, eyes hazy and loving. 


"If you want to take me, take me now because I'm not sure how much longer | can last" Dave said, loosening 
his hand and letting it fall back onto the bed. Taylor felt a hot spike of energy shoot through him and Taylor 
nearly lost control right there and then. But he pulled himself together and breathed in the words. His hand 
reached to the nightstand drawer and pulled out a bottle of lube. Taylor pulled Dave's pants and boxers down 
and off, and flung them elsewhere in the room, and then spread Dave's legs. Dave squeaked and his hands shot 
down to cover himself. "Holy shit, this pose-" 


"What about it?" Taylor said as he clicked open the bottle of lube. Taylor looked him over, as if he was a 
predator about to pounce. "I think it suits you," Taylor poured some lube over his fingers, "considering you're 
more of a slut than | took you to be." Dave's face burned bright crimson, his jaw agape in loss for a retort. 
Taylor then took his wrists and moved them aside, and slid a finger inside of Dave. Dave's flush glowed as he 
whimpered, a sharp inhale inwards as he had to adjust to the finger inside of him. His hand went instead to 
clutch at the bedsheets, his lower lip kept between his teeth. Taylor felt around him for a moment or so, then 
slid another finger up to the knuckle. "You alright so far?" 


‘Its not like | haven't done it before." Dave said, and it was Taylor's turn to blush. Dave surveyed his 
expression and then smirked. "What, does that turn you on or something?" 


"Shut the fuck up, | swear to god" Taylor growled, the next thrust of his fingers anything but gentle. This 
choked a sweet moan from Dave, resounding in the room for a moment before Taylor's fingers began to work 
faster, harder. His groans came one after another, his hips beginning to rock back onto his fingers. Taylor 
panted, his cock painfully strained inside his boxers. 


"J-Jesus christ Taylor, fuck me already-" Dave gasped through his whines, and Taylor's pulled out faster than 
Dave could comprehend. Dave groaned at the loss of his fingers, but a glance down made him swallow hard. 
Taylor had rolled down his jeans and briefs far down enough for his cock to bob out, a few languid strokes 


rubbing the lube in. Taylor looked to Dave and then chuckled. 


"L-Like what you see Dave?" Taylor said, a stutter giving away his shaky composure. Dave bit at his lip and 
eagerly nodded, and Taylor's smile fell. Taylor placed one hand on his waist and his other was there to line 
himself up with Dave. "You're going to be the end of me." And with one push Dave took him all. Dave 


shuddered, his nails pressing holes into the thin comforter. 


"You can move b-by the way, I'm not going to break" Dave whispered, and Taylor pulled back and thrust into 
him with power that shook Dave to the core. A loud, startling moan broke from Dave's lips as his back arched 
from the bed, precum dripping onto his stomach. "O-Oh fuck-" 


"D-Dave.." Taylor moaned, moving to hunch over Dave and plant his palms onto the bed for more stability. 
Dave's hands went to claw at Taylor's shoulders for every earth-shattering thrust, nails digging crescent- 
shaped marks into his back. Taylor managed a hard and fast rhythm, his hips rolling forward in time to bump 
Dave's sweet spot and to draw back when necessary. And Dave met his thrusts with perfect timing, his voice 
barely controlled as moan after moan spilled from his lips. These moans became incoherent babbling, a pleading 


that Taylor can't ignore. 


"K-Kiss me, please-" Dave begged, his breathing staggering as another thrust meets with him. And Taylor dove 
right back in. He pressed all his love and passion into the kisses, in between then, he spoke: 


"| love you! 

"Y-You look so good" 

"You feel so damn good-" 

He could feel Dave tighten around him, his body tense underneath him as he cried: 


"l-Im going to come-!" Taylor has his hand back around the base of his cock and he's pumping him, and his 


mouth instead roams down to his neck. 


"Come for me babe." Taylor breathed harsh against his skin, and he bit down hard on the flushed skin. That 
was all it took for Dave to boil over. Dave's back arched high up as he keened through his orgasm, ropes of 
come streaking his stomach. Taylor soon came after, with a stutter of his hips, one last thrust and he split 
inside of Dave with a loud groan. 


| mean, you didn't hate it-" Taylor began, and in response a pillow was thrown at him. 


‘It was embarrassing!" Dave barked, wrapping himself up further in Taylor's sheets, "| never thought that... 
Dave's words faded, and ended on pursed lips. 


"That... what?" Taylor pressed on, leaning towards Dave with a curious grin. 


"That... I'd feel that good? Shit, | don't know!" Dave grumbled, covering his face with his hands. 

| thought you've done this stuff before-" Taylor was met with another pillow. 

‘I've done it with my fingers and a goddamn toy, not with a guy | actually fuckin’ like!" Dave said. Taylor held 
the pillow in his hands and then placed it aside. He crawled over to the lump that was Dave's body and hugged 
the mass. 

| hope you know you're very cute and | love you." 

"You're a dick," Dave breathed, "but | love you too." Taylor pulled back the covered far back enough that 
Dave's head would be uncovered and turned his face towards him. Dave eyed him for a moment, and then 
pecked a kiss on his lips. "Douchebag." Taylor let another uselessly happy grin take him over. 

"Did you know that your lips are very soft?" Taylor said, drawing his thumb over his swollen bottom lip. 

| mean, | guess they must be since you were kissing them so much." Dave lightly chuckled. 


"Can | kiss you again?" Taylor asked. Without missing a beat, Dave nodded and Taylor pulled him in 


And for hours, they laid there, kisses peppered around and words of love exchanged. 


